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Y examined the cofifents of the safe,
most of which bad been taken out and
jeft on the table. The papers had been
made up into sesled envelopes, one or
two of which had been opened by the |
police. They were not, so far as I
could judge, of any great value, nor
did the bank book show that Mr. Old-
acre was in soch very affluwent circum- |
stances. But it seemed to me thst all
the papers were not there. There |
were allusions to some deeds—possibly
the more valuable—which I could not
find. This, of course, If we could defi-
mitely prove it, would turn Lestrade’s
argument against Limself, for who
would steal & thing if he knew that he |
would shortly inherit it?

“Finally, baving drawn every other
cover and picked up mo scent, I tried
my luck with the bhousekeeper. Mrs.
Lexington is ber name—a little, dark,
silent person, with suspicious and side-
long eyes. She could tell us something
4f she would. 1 am convinced of it
But she was as close as wax. Yes, she
had let Mr. McFariane in at half past
$. She wished her hand had withered
before she had done so. She had gone
to bed at half past 10. Her room was
st the other end of the house and she
could hear nothing of what passed.
Mr. McFarlane had Jeft his hat and, to
the best of her belief, his stick In the
ball. Sbe bad been awakened by the
alarm of fire. Her peor, dear mafer
had certainly been murdered. Had he
any enemies? Well, every man had
enemies, but Mr. Oldacre kept himsell
very much to himself and only met
people in the way of business. She had
seen the buttons and was sure that
they belonged to the clothes which he
bad worn Jast night The wood pile
was very dry, for it had not rained
for a month. It burned like tinder,
and by the time she reached the spot
nothing could be seen but flames. She
and all the firemen smelled the burn- |
el fesh from inside it She knew |
nothing of the papers por of Mr. Old-
scre's private affairs.

“So, my dear Watson, there’s my re-
port of a fallure. And yet—and yet"— |
be clinched his thin hands in a par-
oxysm of conviction—“I kmow it's all
wrong. I feel it in my bones. There
is something that has not come out,
and that bousekeeper knows it. There
was & sort of sulky defiance in her

eyes which only goes with gulity |
knowledge. However, there's no good
talking any more about it, Watson.

But unless some lucky chance comes
our way I fear that the Norwood dis-
appearance case will not figure in that
chronicle of our successes which 1T fore
see that a patient public will sooner or |
later have to endure.”

“Surely,” said I, “the man's appear-
ance would go far with any jury.”

“That is a dangerous argument, my
dear Watson. You remember that ter-
rible murderer, Bert Stevens, who
wanted us to get him off in 'S77 Was
there ever a2 more mild mannered, Suon-
day school young man?”

“It is true.”

*“Ualess we sucreed In establishing
an alternative theory this man is lost
You can hardly find a flaw in the case
which can now be presented against
bhim, and al! further investigation has
served to strengthen it. By the way,
there is one curious Nttie point about
those papers which may serve us as the
starting point for an inguiry. On look- |
ing over the bank book I found that the |
Jow state of the balance weas principal-
Iy due to large checks which have been
made out during the last year to Mr. |
Cornelins. 1 confess that I should be
interestad to know who this Mr. Corne-
fius may be with whom a retired build- |
er bas such very large transactions. Is |
it possible that he has had a hand in
the affair? Cornelins might be a bro-
ker, but we have found no scrip to cor-
respond with these Jarge payments
Falling any other indication, my re-
pesrches must now take the direction
of an inguiry at the bank for the gen
tieman who has cashed these checks
But I fear, my dear fellow, that our
case will end ingloriously by Lestrade
hanging our cllent, which will certaln
Ir de & triumph for Scotland Yard.”

I de ot kpow how Sherlock
Holmes took any sleep that night, but
when I came down to Rpeakfast |
found him pale and barasse®, his bright
eyes the hrighter for the dark shadows
rouad them. The carpet round his chair
was littered with cigarette ends and
with the early editions of the morning
papers. An open telegram lay upoun the
tabie.

“What > you think of this, Watson?"
Pe asked, tossing it across

It was from Norwood and ran as fol-
lows:

Important fresh evidence to hand. NMe-
Parlane's gullt deflipitely established. Ad-
vise you to abandon case LESTRADE

*“This sounds serious,™ said I.

“It is Lestrade’s little cock-a-doodle
of victory.” Holmes apswered, with a
bitter smile. “And yet it may be pre-
mature to abandon the case. After all
important fresh evidence Is a two edg-
o thing and may possibly cut in a
very different direction from that which
Lestrade Imagines. Tske your break
fast. Watson, and we will go out to
gether and see what we can do I feel
as If 1 shall need your company and
your moral support today.”

My friend had po breakfast himseif
for it was one of his neculizrities that
in bis more intense moments he would '

far

BY F. D. STEELE

and 1 have

known him to presime upon his lron |

strength until he hss fainted from

o ,)s—-

Coprright by Collier's Weekls

“She could till ws somcthing 1f she
would ™

pure inanition. “At ppresent I cannot
spare energy and nerve force for diges-
tion,” be wonid say in answer to my
medical remoustrances. I was not sur-
prised, therefore, when this morming he
left his untouched meal behind him and
started with me for Norwood. A crowd
of morbid sightseers were still gathered

e N
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to make a careful eximination of the
hall. Besides, it's not in a very promi-
neat place, as you see”

“Xo, no—of course not. I suppose
there it no doubt that the mark was
there yesterday?

Lostrade looked at Holmes as if he
thought he was going out of his mind.
I confess that 1 was myself surprised
both at his hilarious manner and at
his rather wild observation.

“I don’'t know whether you think that

MeFarlane came out of jail in the

| dead of night in order to strengthen

hime=elf,” said
to any expert

against
leave it

the evidence
Lestrade. 1

{in the world whether that is not the

mark of his thumb.”
“It is unquestionably the mark of

i his thumb.”

' and grhen I have got my evidence I |

round Deep Dene House, which was |

just such a suburban villa as I had pie-

tured. Within the gates Lestrade met

us, his face filushed with victory, his
manner grossly triumphbant.

“NWell, Mr. Holmes, have you proved
us to be wrong yet? Have you found
your tramp?”’ he erled.

“TI bave formed no conciugion what-
ever,” my companion answered.

“But we formed ours yesterday, and
now it proves te be correct, so you
must acknowledge that we have been
a littie in front of you this time, Mr.
Holmes.”

“You certainly have the air of some-
thing unusuyal having oceurred,” said
Holmes.

Lestrade laughed loudly,

‘“Sou don't like being beaten any
more than the rest of us ¢o,"” said he.
“A man can't expect always to have
it his own way, ean he, Dr. Watson?
Step this way, if youn please, gentle-
men, and I shink 1 can coavince you
once for all that it was John MeFar-
lane who did this crime.”

He |ad us throungh the passage and
out into a dark ball beyond.

“This is where young McFarlane
must have come out to get his hat
after the crime was done,” said he.
“Now, look at this.” With dramatic
suddenness he struck a match and by
its light exposed a stain of blood upon
the whitewashed wall. As he held the
match nearer I saw that it was more
than a stailn. It was the well marked
print of & thumb,

“Look at that with your magnifying

 glass, Mr. Holmes."

“Yes, I am doing so.”

“You are aware that no two thumb
marks are alike?™

“1 have heard something of the kind.”

“Well, then, will you please com-
pare that print with this wax impres-
sion of young MecFarlane's right thumb
taken by my orders this morning?’

As he held the waxen print close to
the hlood stain It did not take a mag-
nifying glass to see that the two were
undoubtedly from the same thumb. It
was evident to me that our unfortunate
client was Jost,

“That is final,” said Lestrade

“Yes, that is fipal™ T involuntarily
echoed.

“It is final.” sald Ho'mes.

Something in his tone canght my ear,
and I turped to look at him. An
traordinary change had come over his

ex

face. It was writhing with inward
merriment. His two'eyes were shining
like stars, It seemed to me that he

was making dJdesperate efforts to re-
strain a convilisive atfack of laughter.

“Dear me! Dear me!” he sald at
last. “Well, now, who would have
thought it? Aand bhow deceptive ap-
pearances nsay be, to e sare! Such
a nice young men to look at! It is a
lesson to us not to trust our own judg-
ment, is it not, Lestrade:”

“Yes, som+ of us are a little too much
inclined to be cocksure, Mr. Holmes.”
said Lestrade! The man's
was maddening, but we could not re-
sent it

“What a providential thing that this
young man showld press his right
thumb agaigst the wall in taking his
bat from the peg! Such a very natural
action, too, if you come to think of it.”
Holmes was outwardly calm, but his
whole body gave a wriggle of sup-
pressed excitement as he sppke. “By
the way, Lestrade, who made this re-
markable discovery?™

“It was the hbusekeeper, Mrs. Lex-
ington, who drew the night constable’s
atteantion to it.”

“Where was the night constable?

| basement to attic.

here, that's enough,” sald Lestrade.
“] am & praetical man, Mr. ITolmes,

come to my concluslons, If you have
anything to say you will find me writ-
ing my report in the sitting room.”

Holmes had recovered his equanimi-
ty, though I still seemed to deétect
gleams of amusement In his expres-
sion.

“Dear me, this is a very sad devel-
opment, Watson, is it not?” said he.
“And yet there are singular polnts
about it whieh hold out some hopes for
our client.”

“] am delighted to hear it.” sald I
heartily. “I was afraid it was all up
with him.”

“I would hardly go so far as to say |

that, my dear Watson. The fact Is that
there is one really serious flaw !n this
evidence to which our friend attaches
so much importance.”

“Indeed, Holmes! What is It?"

“Only this, that I know that that
mark was not there when I examined
the hall yesterday. And now, Watson,
let us have a little stroll ronnd in the
sunshine.”

With a confused brain,
beart Into which some warmth of hone
was returning, [ accompanpied my
friend in a walk round the garden.
Holmes took each face of the house in
turn and examined it with great inter-
est. He then led the way inside and
went over the whole building from
Most of the rooms
were unfurnished, but none the less
Holmes inspected them all minutely.
Finaily, on the top corridor, which ran
outside three untenanted bedrooms, he
again was seized with a spasm of mer-

| giment,

| disregard his words.

4

insolence -

“He remained on guard in the bed- !

room where the crime was committed
80 as to see that nothing was touched.”
“But why dida't the pelice see this
mark vesterday ¥
“Well, we bad no particular reason

{

“There are really fsome very unigue
features about this case, Watson,” said
he. “l think it is time now that we
took our friend Lestrade Into our eonfi-
dence. He has bad his little smile at
our expense, and perhaps we may do
as much by him if my reading of this
problem proves to be correct. Yes, yes,
I think I see how we should approach
. Ao

but with a |

The Seotland Yard detectlve was still |

writing in the parlor when Holmes In-
terrupted him.

“l1 understood that you were writing |

a report of this case,” sald he,

“So I am.”

“Don’t you think it may be a little
premature? I can't belp thinking that
your evidence is not complete.”

Lestrade knew my friend too well to
He laid down his
pen and looked curiously at him.

“What do you mean, Mr. Holmes?"

“Only that there is an important wit-
ness whom you have not seen.”

“Can you produce him?"

“1 think ¥ can.”

“Then do so0.”

“l will do my best.
stables have you?”

“There are three within call.”

“Kxcellent!” said Holmes. *“May 1
ask if they are all ldrge, ablebodied
men with powerful voices?”

“I bhave no doubt ther are, though 1
fail to see what their voices have to do
with it.,”

How many con-

ITCHES AND BURNS

The return of warm weather meansa
return of torture 10 Eczema sufferers.
The blood is charged with burning acids
and acrid matter which is forced to the
surface through the pores and glands,

forming pustules which dischargea sticky
fiuid, and the itchiuy is 1ntense,

The doctorz said 1 hed pustular Ec-
gema; it would break ontin small white
sgstulon. mostiy on my face and hands

iseharging a sticky fuid; crusts would

form and drop off, leaving the skin red
amxl inflamed. 1 was tormented with
the itghing and buraing character-
istic of tha dizeanc for five ysars, and
during the time used various medicated
soaps, ointmenta ané washeg, but these
a;}gaxcati ns ssemod to make *ne worse
After taking 8. 8. 8. ashorttime I be
gan to improve; the itching did not
worry mo £o much. I continued the
_medicine, and soon all the ugly erup
tions disappeared and myckin isnow a1
clear as cnypody’s. 1 ta ve not beer
troubled with any breaking out since.

Urbana, O. E. E EELLY.

Sometimes the disease is in the dry
form, and bran-like scales form on the
skin but the cause is the same-—humors
in the blood. Salves, cooling washes,
powders and the like can do nothing
mors than relieve the itching, because
they do not reach the acid-laden blood,
the seat-of the trouble. S. S. 5. cures
Eczema and 21l skia diseases by neutral-
izing the acids and carrying them off
through the proper channels. When
S. S. S. has done this the symploms
pass away, the blocod is cooled and

the disease 1

e ¥ cured perma.
. B ;:rn(!}'. Noth-
s TN ing acts s
Ei‘-—-_"— e promptly ot
s el surely in skin
FPURELY VEBETABLE. seases as

S.S. 8., and it
at the same time acts asa tonic to the en.
tire systom. Rock on Skin Diseases and
any medical advice without charge,

THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., Atlanta, Ga
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everything that I do. Tou may possi-

biy remember that you chaffed me a

little somme hours ago when the sun

secmed on your side of the hedge, so
you must not grudge me a little pomp
and ceremony now. Might I ask you,
' Watson, to open that window and then
to put a match to the edge of the
straw 7" .

1 did so. and, driven by the draft,
a coll of gray smoke swirled down the
corrider, while the dry straw crackled
and famed.

“Now we must see if we can find this
witness for you, Lestrade. Might I
ask you all to join in the cry of ‘Fire?”
Now, then—one, two, three!”

“Fire!” we all yelled.

“Thauk you. I will trouble you once
again.”

“Flre!"

“Just once more, gentlemen, and all
together.”

“Fire!” The ghout must have rung
over Norwood.

It had hardly died away when an
amazing thing happened. A door sud-
denly flew open out of what appeared
to be solid wall at the end of the cor-
ridor and a litt}e wizsened man darted
out of it like a rabbir out of its bue
row.

“Capital!” said Holmes calmly. |
“Watson, a bucket of water over the |
straw. That will do! Lestrade, allow
me to present you with your principal
missing witpess, Mr. Jonas Oldacre.”

The detective stared at the newcom-
er with blank amazement. The latter
was blinking in the bright light of the
corridor and peering at us and at the
smoldering fire. It was an odious
face—crafty, vicious, malignant, withe
shifty, light gray eyes and white
lashes.

«What's this, then?” sald Lestrade at
last. “What have you been doing all
this time, eh?”

Oldacre gave an uneasy laugh, shrink-
ing back from the furlous red face of
the angry detective,

“1 have done no harm.”

“No harm? You have done your best
to get an ianocent man hanged. If it
wasn't for this gentleman here I am
not sure that you would not have suc-
ceeded.”

The wretched -creature
whimper,

“1 am sure, sir, it was only my prac-
tical joke.”

“0Oh, a joke, was it? You won't find
the laugh on your side, I promise you.

began to

| Take him down and keep him in the

gitting room unti! I come. Mr. Holmes,
he econtinned when they had gone, “I
could not speak before the constables, |
but I don't mind saying in the presence

T of Dr. Watson that this is the brightest

“Perhaps I can belp you to see that |

and one or two other things as well,”
gaid Holmes. “Kindly summon your
men, and I will try.”

Five minutes later three policemen
had assembled in the

“In the cuthouse you will find a con-
siderable guantity of straw,” said
Holmes. “I will ask you to carry in
two bundles of it. 1 think it will be

of the greatest assistance in producing |

the witness whom I require. " Thank
you very 1 I believe yon have
some matches in your pocket, Watson.
Now, Mr. Lestrade, I will ask you all
to accompany me to the top landing.”
As ] have said, there was a broad
corridor there, which ran outside three
empty bedrooms. At one end of the
corridor we were all marshaled by
Sherlock Holmes, the constables grin-
ning and lLestrade staring at my friend
with amuazement, expectation and deri-
sion chasing each other across his fea-
tures. Yolmes stood befare us with

uch.

the air of a conjurer who is perform- | i
e | the end, with a door cunningly conceal-

ing a trick.

“Would you kindiy send one of your
constables for two buckets of water?
Put the straw on the floor here, free
from the wall on either side. Now I
think that we are all ready.”

Lestrade's face had begun to grow
red and angry.

“1 don't know whether you are piay-
ing a game with us, M Sheriock
Holmes,” said he. “If you know, any-
thing youn can surely say it without all
this temifeolery.”

“I assure you, my good Lestrade,
that 1 have an excellent reason fof

!
{

t
4
I
!

thing that you have done yet, though it
is a mystery to me how you did it. You |
have saved an innocent man's life, and |
you have prevented a very grave scan-
dal. which would have ruined my repu-
tation in the force.”

Ylolmes smiled and elapped Lestrade
upon the shoulder.

“Instead of being ruined, my good
gir, you will find that your reputation
has been enormously enhanced. Just
make a few alterations in that report
which you were writing and they will
understand how hard it is to throw

ust in the eyes of Inspector Lestrade.”

“And you don't want your name to
appear?”

“Not at all. The work i its own re-
ward. Perhaps I shall get the credit
also at some distant day, when I per- |
wit my zealous historian to lay out his
foolscap once more—eh, Watson? Well,
now, let us see where this rat bas been
larking.”

A lath and plaster partition bad been
run across the passage six feet from |
ed in It. It was lit within by slits un-
der the eaves. A few articles of furni-
ture and a supply of food and water
were within, together with &8 number
of books and papers.

“There's the advantage of being a
builder,” said Holmes as we came out. |
“He was able to fix up his own little |
hiding place without any confederate, |
save, of course, that precious bouse-
keeper of his, whom I should lose no |
time in adding to your bag, Lestrade.”

“I'll take your advice. But how did

| you kuow of this piace, Mr, Holmes?”

“1 made up my mind that the fellow |
was in hiding in the house. When I/
paced ome corridor and found it six
feet shorter than the corresponding
one below it was prefty clear where
he was. I thought he had not the nerve
to lie quiet before an alarm of fire. We
could, of course, have gone in and tak-
en him, but it amused me to make him
reveal himself. Besides, I owed you a |
little mystification, Lestrade, for your
chaff in the merning.”

“Well, you certainly got equal
with me on that., But how in the world
did you know that he was in the house
at all1?”

“The thnmb
said it was final,

gir,

mark, Lestrade. You
and so it was in a
very different semse. 1 knew it had
not been there the day before. 1 pay
a good deal of attention to matters of
detail, as you may have observed, and
I had examined the hall and was sure
that the wall was clear. Therefore It
bad been put on during the night.”

‘Boet how?”

“Very simply. When those packets
were sealed up Jonas Oldacre got Me-
Farlane to secure one of the sea:s by
putting his thumb upon the soft wax.
1t would be dene so quickly and so
naturally that I dare say the young
man himself has no recollection of it.
Very likely it just so happened, and
Oldacre had himself no notion of the
use he would put it to. Brooding over
the case in that den of his, it suddenly
struck him what absoiutely damning
evidence he could make against Me-
Farlane by using that thumb mark.
It was the simplest thing in the world
for him to take a wax impression from
the Seal, to meoisten it In as much
biood as he could get from a pin prick
and to put the mark upon the wall dur-
ing the night efther with his own Land
or with that of his housekeeper. If
you examine among those documents
which bhe took with him into his re-
treat I will lay you a wager that you
find the seal with the thumb mark
upon it.”

‘“Wonderful!" said Lestrade. “Won-
derful! It's all as clear as crystal as
you put it. But what is the object of
this deep deception, Mr. Holmes?”

It was amusing to me to see how the
detective's overbearing manner had
changad snddenly to that of a child
asking questions of its teacher.

“Well, I don't think that Is very hard
to explain. A very deep, malicious,
vindictive person is the gentisofn wheo
is now waiting us downstairs, You
know that he was once refused by Mec
Farlane's mother? You don't! I teld
you that yon should go to Blackheath
first and Norwood afterward. Well,
this injury, as he would consider It,
bas rankled In his wicked, scheming
brain, and 2ll his life be has longed for
vengeance, but never seen his chance.
During the lagt year or two things have
goue against him—secret speculation, I
think—and he finds himself in a bad
way., He determines to swindle his
creditors, and for this purpose he pays
large checks to a certain Mr. Coruellius,
who I8, I lmagine, himself under an-
other name. I have not traced these

| cheeks yet, but I have no doubt that

they were banked under that name at
some provinecial town, where Oldacre
from time to time led a double exist-
ence. He intended to change his name
altogether, draw his money and van-
izh, starting life again elsewhere.”

“Well, that's likely enough.”

“It would strike him that In disap- |
pearing he might throw all pursuit off
his track and at the same time have an
ample and crushing revenge upon his
old sweetheart if he could give the im-
pression that he had been murdered by
her only child, It was a masterpiece of
villainy, and he carried it out llke a
master. The idea of the will, which
would give an obvious motive for the
crime, the secret visit unknown to his |
own parents, the retention of the stick,
the blood and the animal remains and
butitons in the wood pile—all were ad-
mirable. It was a net from which it
geemed to me, a few hours ago, that
there was no possible escape. But he
had not that supreme gift of the artist,
the knowledge of when to stop. He
wished to lmprove that which was al-
ready perfect—to draw the rope tighter
yet round the neck of his unfortunate
vicetim—and so he ruined all. ILet us
descend, Lestrade. There are just one |
or two questions that I would ask |
bim."

The malignant creature was seated
in his own parlor with a policeman |
upon each side of him.

“It was a joke, my good sir—a prac-
tical joke, nothing more,” he whined
incessantly. *“I assure you, sir, that 1
simply concealed myself in order to
see the effect of my disappearance, and
I am sure that you would not be s0
unjust as to imagine that I would have
allowed any harm to befall poor young
Mr. McFariane.”

“That's for a jury to decide,” =said
Lestrade.. “Anyhow, we shall have
you on a charge of conspiracy, if not
for attempted mupder.”

“And you'll probably find that your
creditors will impound the banking ac-

count of Mr. Cornelius,” sajd IMolmes.

The little man started and turned his |
malignant eyes ypon my friend.

“I have to thank you for a _xood‘
deal” said he. “Perhaps I'll pay my |
debt some day.”

Holmes smiled indulgently. |

“l fancy that for some few years
vou will find your time very fully oc-
cupled,” sald he. “By the way, what |
was it you put into the woed pile be- |
sides your old trousers? A dead dog, |
or rabbits, or what? You won't tell? |
Dear me, how very unkind of you!)
Well. well, T dare gay that a couple of
rabbits would account both for the
blood and for the charred ashes. If
ever you write an- account, Watson,
you c¢an make
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Woman’s Kidney Troubles

Lydia E. Pinkham’'s Vegetable Compound is Espe-

cially Successful
Disease.

g/m-:. J.U. Lang

Of all the diseases known, with
which women are afflicted, kidney dis-
ease is the most fatal. In fact, unless
early and correct treatment is applied,
the weary patient seldom survives.

Being fully aware of this, Mrs. Pink-
ham early in her career, gave exhaust-
ive study to the subject, and in pro-
dueing her great remedy for woman's
illa— Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound —was careful to see that it
contained the correct combination of
herbs which was sure to control that
fatal disease, woman's kidney troubles.
The Vegetable Compound acts in har-
mony with the laws that govern the
entire female system, and while there
are many so called remedies for kidoey
troubles, Lydia E. Pinkham’'s Vege-
table Compound is the only one espe-
cially prepared for women, and thou-
sands have been eured of serious kidney
{erangements by it. Derangements of
the feminine organs quickly affect the
kidneys, and when a woman has such
symptoms as pain or weight in the
loins, backache, bearing down pains,
urine too frequent. scanty or high eol-
ored, prodncing scalding or burning,
or deposits like brick dust in jt; un-
usual thirst, swelling of hands and feet,

swelling under the eyes or sharp pains|

in the back rmopning down the inside
of her groin, she wnay be sure her kid-
neys are affected and should lose no

time in combating the disease with |

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound, the woman's remedy for wo-
mans ills.

The following letters show how
marvelously suceessful it is,

in Curing This Fatal

and /Mrs. S. Frake

Frake, of Prespect
| Plains, N. J., writes:

Dear Mrs. Pinkham :—
[ cannot thank you encugh for what Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound has done

| Mrs. Samuel

forme. When I first wrote to you I had suf-
| fered for years with what the doctor called
kidney trouble and congestion of the womb,
My back ached dmdfufl_v all the time, and [
suffered so with that bearing-down feeling I

could ba’rﬁy walk across the room. 1 did noé
get any better, so decided to stop doctoring
with my physician and take Lydis F. FPink-

ham’s Vegetable Compound and I am thank-
ful to say it has entirely cured me. 1 do all
my own work, bave no more backache and
all the bad symptoms have disappearsd.

I cannot praise your medicine engugh, and
would advise all women suffering wm(&!dmy
trouble to try it

Mrs. J. W. Lang, of 636 Third Ave-
| nue, New York, writes:

| Dear Mrs. Pinkham:—

| I have been a gremt sufferer with kidn
trouble. My back ached all the time and
was discouraged. [ heard that Lydia E
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound would cnre
kidney disease, and I began to take it: and 1%
has cured me when everything else had failed.
1 have recommended it to lota of people and
they all praise it very highly.

Mrs. Pinkham's Standing Ine
vitation.

Women suffering from kidney
| trouble, or any form of female weak-
| ness are invited to promptly communi-
| cate with Mrs. Pinkham, at Ly,
Mass. Out of the great volume of ex-
lperience which she has to draw from,
it is more than likely she has the very
knowledge that will help your case.
Her advice is free and always help-
| ful.

Lydla E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound ; a Woman's Remecy for Woman's [lis.

An error commonly made by

b learn the true state of affairs.

the necessity of proper sanitary equipment for the kitchen.

Only a few years ago it was considered good form to encase
the sink in wood thereby concealing the trap, making it inac-
cessible and offering a place for the collection of filth and vermin.

q If this condition exists in.your houschold. examine into it and

home owners is in underestimating

Do not lose sight
of the fact that your
food is prepared in

& —— the kitchen and the

A.', -
el Sl e, e =

f utensils in which it

iij prr:;nrc;i depend

{ jon the sanitary are

rangements for

cleanliness, there-

fore safeguardagainst

contamination of
either food or

clean, “Standard” Porcelain

way to do this is to employ us to install a snowy white, spotlessly

find it a remedy for kitchen troubles.

WiICKE & CO.

Pensacola, Fia.

utensils,

The most certain

Frnameled Kitchen Sink. You will

MAIN OFFICE
Jacksonville, Florida,

PAID CAPITAL,

The Consolidated Grocery Compa
Company, of Jacksonville; the Florid
the grocery branch of the Florida Na
of Jacksonville; the grocery branch
ihe grocery branch of &

the grocery branch of the Wast Coas
‘he grocery branch of the Southern Na

Will handls everything In Heav
ind imported Grocerles, Turpentine
Hlokory Turpentine Wagons.

(ONSOLIDATED GROGERY (0.

LB Savannah ‘l'ampa, Pensacols.

ny s suceessor to the C. B. Robem
a Grocery Company, of Jacksonville;
val Stores and Commission Compaay
f the Mutual Naval Stores Company, o
be Gulf Naval Stores Company, o
Naval Stores Company, of Pensacels’
t Naval Sores Company of Panaacola,
val Stores Company, of Savanaah.
y and Light Croceries, Grain Domestie
Tools, etc. State Agents for the White

C. M. COVINGTON

MANAGER
PENSACCLA BRANC

e S

- Orcler

ICE, COAL

rom thhe
Consumers’ ¢e2 and Fuel Company.
Office—Corner Chege and Tarragona.

¥ our

and WOOD

Phone 259

b
.

$5000,00




